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ADVERTISEMENT. 


EO PE the reader will forgive the liberty J 
1 have taken in tranſlating theſe verſes ſome- 
: what at large, without which it would have been 
| almoſt impoſſible to have given any kind of turn, 
in Engliſh poetry, to ſo dry a ſubjedt. The ſenſe of 
the author is, I hope, no where miſtaken and if 
there ſeem, in ſeme places, to be ſome additions 
in the Enzliſh verſes to the Greek text, they are 
only ſuch as may be juſtified from Hierocles's cen, 
mentary, and delivered by him as the larger and 


have, in fome few places, ventured to differ from 


the learned Mr. Dacier's French interpretation, 
as thoſe, that ſhall give themſelves the trouble of a 
ſtrict compariſin, will find. How far Tam in 
the right, is left ts the reader to determine. 
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explained ſenſe of the author's ſhort precept. 1 
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GOLDEN VERSES 
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IRS T to the gods thy humble homage pay; 


The greateſt this, and tirſt of laws, obey ; 
Perform thy vows, obſerve thy plighted troth, 


And let religion bind thee to thy oath. 


The heroes next demand thy jult regard, 
Renown'd on earth, and to the ſtars preferr'd, 

To light and endleſs life, their virtues ſure reward, 
Due rites perform and honors to the dead, 

To ev'ry wiſe, to ev'ry pious, ſhade. 


With lowly duty to thy parents bow, 


And grace and favor to thy kindred ſhow : 


For what concerns the reſt of human kind, 

Chooſe out the man to virtue beſt inclin'd ; 

Him to thy arms receive, him to thy boſom bind. 
A4 


lt 


> 2 x —— ne 
—— — — 


— — . —— — E —— 


— —ů—ů—ð—72 — 


— yok 


— —— — — 
— — IS a 


— r — — 


2 — ——————— —— 


| Rouzes and urges on the lazy heart, 
By uſe thy ſtronger appetites aſſuage, 


From each diſhoneſt act of ſhame forbear ; 
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Poſſeſs'd of ſuch a friend, preſerve him till ; 
Nor thwart his counſels with thy ſtubborn will; 
Pliant to all his admonitions prove, 

And yield to all his offices of love: $ 
Him from thy heart, fo true, fo juſtly dear, J 
Let no raſh word nor light offences tear, 1 
Bear all thou canſt, {till with his failings ſtrive, 
And to the utmoſt ſtill, and ſtill forgive; 

For ſtrong neceſlity alone explores 
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The ſecret vigor of our latent powers, 


Force, to itſelf unknown before, t'exert. 
Thy gluttony, thy ſloth, thy luſt, thy rage : 


Of others, and thyſelf, alike beware. 

Let rev'rence of thyſelf thy thoughts control, 
And guard the ſacred temple of thy foul, _ 
Let juſtice o'er thy word and deed preſide, 


And reaſon ev'n thy meaneſt actions guide: 


For know that death is man's appointed doom, 
Know that the day of great account will come, 
When thy paſt life ſhall ſtrictly be ſurvey'd, 


Each word, each deed, be in the balance laid, 


OF PYTHAGORAS. 
For wealth, the periſhing, uncertain good, | 
Ebbing and flowing like the fickle flood, 
That knows no ſure, no fix'd abiding place, 


But wand'ring, loves from hand to hand to pals ; | 
| Revolve the getter's joy and loſer's pain, 
] And think if it be worth thy while to gain. I! 
Of all thoſe ſorrows that attend mankind, 
With patience bear the lot to thee align'd ; 
Nor think it chance, nor murmur at the load; 
For know what man calls fortune is from God. 
In what thou may'ſt, from wiſdom ſeek relief, 
And let her healing hand aſſuage the grief; 
Yet {till whate'er the righteous doom ordains, 1 
What cauſe ſoever multiplies thy pains, [| 
Let not thoſe pains as ills be underſtood ; | | 
For God delights not to afflict the good. | 
The reas'ning art, to various ends apply'd, f 
Is oft a ſure, but oft an erring guide. | 
Thy judgment therefore ſound and cool preſerve, | | ; 
Nor lightly from thy reſolution ſwerve; | 


The dazling pomp of words does oft deceive, | 
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And ſweet perſuaſion wins the eaſy to believe. > 
| When fools and liars labor to perſuade, 


- | Be dumb, and let the bablers vainly plead. 


10 THE GOLDEN VERSES $ 
This above all, this precept chiefly learn, 
This nearly does, and firſt, thyſelf concern ; 

Let not example, let no ſoothing tongue, 


Prevail upon thee with a Siren's ſong, 


To do thy ſoul's immortal eſſence wrong. 

Of good and ill by words or deeds expreſt, 
Chooſe for thyſelf, and always chooſe the beſt. 
Let wary thought each enterprize forerun, 
And ponder on thy taſk before begun, 
Leſt folly ſhould the wretched work deface, | 
And mock thy fruitleſs labors with diſgrace. 


Fools huddle on and always are in haſte, 
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Act without thought, and thoughtleſs words they waſte, 
But thou, in all thou doſt, with early cares 
Strive to prevent at firſt a fate like theirs; 


That ſorrow on the end may never wait, 
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Nor ſharp repentance make thee wiſe too late. 

Beware thy meddling hand in ought to try, 
That does beyond thy reach of knowlege we x: 
But ſeek to know, and bend thy ſerious thought 


To ſearch the profitable knowlege out. 


So joys on joys for ever ſhall increaſe, by 
Wiſdom ſhall crown thy labors, and ſhall bleſs 
Thy lite with pleaſure, and thy end with peace. 
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And be to ſordid avarice inclin'd. 
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Nor let the body want it's part, but ſhare 


A juſt proportion of thy tender care: 


For health and welfare prudently provide, 


And let it's lawful wants be all ſupply'd. 


Let ſober draughts refreſh, and wholeſome fare 


Decaying nature's waſted force repair ; 
And ſprightly exerciſe the duller ſpirits chear. 
In all things (till which to this care belong, 


- Obſerve this rule, to guard thy ſoul from wrong. 


By virtuous ule thy life and manners frame, 
Manly and ſimply pure, and free from blame. 
Provoke not envy's deadly rage, but fly 
The glancing curſe of her malicious eye. 

Seek not in needleſs luxury to waſte | 
Thy wealth and ſubſtance, with a ſpendthrift's haſte ; 
Yet flying theſe, be watchful, leſt thy mind, 


Prone to extremes, an equal danger find, 


Diſtant alike from each, to neither lean, 

But ever keep the happy GoLÞEN MEAN. 

he careful ſtill to guard thy foul from wrong, 

And Jet thy thought prevent thy hand and tongue. 
Let not the ſtealing God of ſleep ſurprize, 


Nor creep in ſſumbers on thy weary eyes, 
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From them iinplore ſucceſs, and hope a proſp'rous end. 
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12 THE GOLDEN VERSES 
Ere ev'ry action of the former day 

Strictly thou doſt and righteouſly ſurvey. 

With rev'rence at thy own tribunal ſtand, 

And anſwer jultly to thy own demand. 

Where have 1 been? in what bave 1 tranſpgreſs'd ? 
What good or ill has this day's life expreſs'd? 
Where have I fail'd in what I ought to do? 


In what to God, to man, or to myſelf, I owe? 


Inquire ſevere what-e'er from ſirſt to laſt, 


From morning's dawn *till ev'ning's gloom, has paſt, 


If evil were thy deeds, repenting mourn, 


And let thy ſoul with ſtrong remorſe be torn, 


If good, the good with peace of mind repay, 


And to thy ſecret {elf with pleaſure ſay, 

Rejoice, my heart, for all went well to-day. _ 
Theſe thoughtsand chiefly theſe thy mind ſhould move, 

Employ thy ſtudy, and engage thy love. 

Theſe are the rules which will to virtue lead, 


And teach thy feet her heav'nly paths to tread, 


This by his name I ſwear, whole ſacred lore 


Firſt to mankind explain'd the myilic Fous, | 
Source of eternal nature and almighty power. 
In all thou doſt, firſt, let thy prayers aſcend, 


And to the gods thy labors firlt commend : 
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So ſhall thy abler mind be taught to ſoar, 
And wiſdom in her ſecret ways explore ; 
To range through heaven above and earth below, 
Immortal gods and mortal men to know, 

So ſhalt thou learn what power does all control, 
What bounds the parts, and what unites the whole: 


And rightly judge, in all this wondrous frame, 


How univerſal nature is the ſame; 
So ſhalt thou ne'er thy vain affections place 
On hopes of what ſhall never come to paſs. 
Man, wretched man ! thou ſhalt be taught to know, 


Who bears within himſelf the inborn cauſe of woe. 


Unhappy race! that never yet could tell, 


How near their good and happineſs they dwell, 
Depriv'd of ſenſe, they neither hear nor ſee ; 
Fetter'd in vice, they ſeek not to be free, 

But ſtupid, to their own ſad fate agree; 

Like pond'rous rolling-{tones oppreſs'd with ill, 
The weight that loads them makes them roll on ſtill, 
Bereft of choice and freedom of the will. 

For native ſtrife in ev'ry boſom reigns, 

And ſecretly an impious war maintains: 

Provoke not this, but let the combat ceaſe, 


And ev'ry yielding paſſion ſue for peace. 
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Wouldit thou, great Jove, thou father of mankind, 
Reveal the Demon for that taſk aſſign'd, 
The wretched race an end of woes would find. 
And yet be bold, o man! divine thou art, 
And of the gods celeſtial eſſence part. 8 
Nor ſaered nature is from thee conceal'd, 
But to thy race her myſtic rules reveal'd, 
Theſe if to know thou happily attain, 

Soon ſhalt thou perfect be in all that I ordain. 
Thy wounded ſoul to health thou ſhalt reſtore, 
And free from ev'ry pain ſhe felt before. 

Abſtain, I warn, from meats unclean and faul, 
So keep thy body pure, fo free thy ſoul; 
So rightly judge; thy reaſon, ſo, maintain; 
Reaſon! which heav'n did for thy guide ordain, 
Let that beſt reaſon ever hold the rein. 

Then if this mortal body thou forſake, 
And thy glad flight to the pure aether take, 
Among the gods exalted ſhalt thou ſhine, 
Immortal, incorruptible, divine : 
The tyrant death ſecurely ſhalt thou brave, 
And ſcorn the dark dominion of the grave. 


; 


| 


' ; r 
- TE ² Ee a nn P K e ONES WITT Yn n . ld es Sf x 

TB 4.4 bas ee 2 2 Sai of a Lag Ik, 2 1 ES, 2 r * 1 wat io. 8 q * 

e Pete eee e : S D 


— 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 
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on THE LATE 
GLORIOUS SUCCESSES, etc. 
Humbly inſcribed to the Right Honourable the = 
LORD TREASURER. 


HILE kings and nations on thy counſels wait, 
And Anxa truſts to thee the Britiſh ſlate; 
While fame, to thee, from ev'ry foreign coaſt, 


Flies with the news of empires won and loſt, 


Relates whate'cr her buſy eyes beheld, 
And tells the fortune of each bloody field; 
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Vouchſaſe the muſe's humbler joy to hear; 


To make thy numbers equal to thy theme, 
The counſels of the wiſe, and battles of the ſtrong. 


The virtues which adorn and guard her throne; 


Thence is her juſtice wretches to redreſs, 
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While with officious duty, crouds attend, 

To hail the labors of thy God-like friend, 

For ſacred numbers ſhall be ſtill thy care; 

Though mean the verſe, though lowly be the ſtrain, 
Tho' leaſt regarded be the muſe, of all the tuneful train, 
Yet riſe, neglected nymph! avow thy flame, 
Aſſert th' inſpiring God, and greatly aim 5 


From heaven derive thy verſe; to heaven belong 
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'To heaven, the royal ANNA owes, alone, 


Thence is her mercy and her love of peace ; 
Thence is her power, her ſcepter uncontrol'd, 
To bend the ſtubborn, and repreſs the bold ; 
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Her peaceful arts, fierce factions to aſſuage, 4 i 

To heal their breaches, and to ſoothe their rage; N 
Thence is that happy prudence, which preſides ; . 
In each deſign, and ev'ry action guides WE | | | ] 
Thence is ſhe taught her ſhining court to grace, ? ] 
| 4 


And fix the worthieſt in the worthieſt place, | 
To 
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To truſt at home Godolphin's watchful care, 
And ſend victorious Churchill forth to war. 

_ Ariſe, ye nations, reſcu'd by her ſword, 
Freed from the bondage of a foreign lord, 
Ariſe, and join the heroine to bleſs, 

n, Behold, ſhe ſends to ſave you from diſtreſs; 

Rich is the royal bounty ſhe beſtows, 

Tis plenty, peace, and ſafety from your foes, 

And thou, Iberia! rous'd at length, diſdain 
To wear inſlav'd the Gallic tyrant's chain. 


For fee ! the Britiſh genius comes, to chear 
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Thy fainting ſons, and kindle them to war. 
With her own glorious fires their ſoul ſhe warms, 
And bids them burn for liberty and arms. 
| Unhappy land! the foremoſt once in fame, 
Once lifting to the ſtars thy noble name, 
In arts excelling, and in arms ſevere, 
The weſtern kingdoms envy and their fear, 
Where is thy pride, thy conſcious honor, flown, 


EAA a DONA, AL a hs" 15 


Thy antient valor, and thy firſt renown ? 

How art thou ſunk among the nations now! 

| How haſt thou taught thy haughty neck to bow, 
And dropt the warrior's wreath inglorious from thy 
_ ; brow ! 
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Not thus of old her valiant fathers bore 


The bondage of the unbelieving Moor, 


But oft, alternate, made the victors yield, 


And prov'd their might in many a well-fought field; | 


Bold in defence of liberty they ſtood, 

And doubly dy'd their croſs in Mooriſh blood: 
Then in heroic arms their knights excell'd, 

The tyrant then and giant then they quell'd. 
Then ev'ry nobler thought their minds did move, 
And thoſe, who fought for freedom, ſigh'd for love. 


Like one, thoſe ſacred flames united live, 


At once they languiſh, and at once revive ; 


Alike they ſhun the coward and the ſlave, 


But bleſs the free, the virtuous, and the brave. 


Though we diſdain that man ſhould man ſubdue, 


Nor frown, ye fair, nor think my verſe untrue; ? 


Yet all the free-born race are laves alike to you. 
Let once again that glory to reſtore, 

The Britons ſeek the Celtiberian ſhore. 

With echoing peals, at Axxa's high command, 

Their naval thunder wakes the drowſy land; 

ITigh at their head, Iberia's promis'd lord, 

Young Charles of Auſtria, waves his ſhining ſword ; 

His youthful veins with hopes of empire glow, 


Swell his bold heart, and urge him on the foe ; 
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With joy he reads, in ev'ry warrior's face, 
Some happy omen of a ſure ſucceſs ; 
Then leaps exulting on the hoſtile ſtrand, 
And thinks the deſtin'd ſceptre in his hand. 
Nor fate denies, what firſt his wiſhes name, 


Proud Barcelona owns his juſter claim, 


With the ſirſt laurel binds his youthful brows, 


And, pledge of future crowns, the mural wreath beſtows. 


But ſoon, the equal of his youthful years, 
Philip of Bourbon's haughty line, appears; 
Like hopes attend his birth, like glories grace, 
(If glory can be in a tyrant's race) 


In numbers proud, he threats no more from far, 


hut nearer draws the black impending war; 


He views his hoſt, then ſcorns the rebel town, 

And dooms to certain death the rival of his crown, 
Now fame and empire, all the nobler ſpoils 

That urge the hero, and reward his toils, 

Plac'd in their view, alike their hopes engape, 

And fire their breaſt with more than mortal rage, 

Not lawleſs love, not vengeance, nor deſpair, 


So daring, fierce, untam'd, and furious are, 


As when ambition prompts the great to War; 
D 2: 


When ev'ry day of danger ſeem'd their laſt, 
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As youthful kings, when ſtriving for renown 

They prove their might in arms, and combat for acrown. 
| Hard was the cruel ſtrife, and doubtful long, 

Betwixt the chiefs ſuſpended conqueſt hung; 


Till forc'd at length, diſdaining much to yield, 


Charles to his rival quits the fatal field. 
Numbers and fortune o'er his right prevail, 
And ev'n the Britiſh valor ſeems to fail; 


And yet they faild not all. In that extreme, 


_ Conſcious of virtue, liberty, and fame, 


They vow the youthful monarch's fate to ſhare, 
Above diſtreſs, unconquer'd by deſpair, 5 


Still to defend the town, and animate the war. 
But lo! when ev'ry better hope was paſt, 


Far on the diſtant ocean, they ſurvey, 

Where a proud navy plows it's wat'ry way. 

Nor long they doubted, but with joy deſcry, 
Upon the chief's tall top-maſts waving high, 
The Britiſh croſs and Belgic lion fly. 

Loud with tumultuous clamor, loud they rear 

Their cries of ecſtaſy, and rend the air; 7 
In peals on peals the ſhouts triumphal riſe, _ I 
Spread ſwift, and rattle through the ſpacious {kics ; | 
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While from below, old ocean groans profound, 
The walls, the rocks, the ſhotes repel the ſound, 
Ring with the deaf*ning ſhock, and thunder all around. 


Buch was the; joy the Trojan youth expreſs'd, 


Who by the fierce Rutilian's ſiege diſtreſs'd, 7 
Were by the Tyrrhene aid at length releas'd 

When yonng Aſcanius, then in arms firſt 27 
Numbers and every other want ſupply'd, 
And haughty Turnus from his walls defy'd ; 
Sav'd in the town an empire yet to come, 

And fix'd the fate of his imperial Rome. 

hut oh! what verſe, what numbers ſhall reveal 
Thoſe pangs of rage and grief the vanquiſh'd feel! 
Who ſhall retreating Philip's ſhame impart, 

And tell the anguiſh of his Jab'ring heart! | 
What paint, what ſpeaking pencil ſhall expreſs 
The blended paſſions ſtriving in his face ! 

Heat, indignation, courage, pride, remorſe, 

With thoughts of glory paſt, the loſer's greateſt curſe. 
Fatal ambition! ſay, what wondrous charms _ 


Dielude mankind to toil for thee in arms: 


When all thy ſpoils, thy wreaths in battle won, 
The pride of pow'r, and glory of a crown, 
B 3 
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When all war gives, when all the great can gain, 


_ Ev'n thy whole pleaſute, pays not half thy pain. 


All hail! ye ſofter happier arts of peace, 
Secur'd from harms, and bleſt with learned eaſe ; 
In battles, blood, and perils hard, unſkill'd, 
Which haunt the warrior in the fatal field; 


But chief, thee goddeſs muſe my verſe would raiſe, 


And to thy own ſoft numbers tune thy praiſe; 
Happy the youth inſpir'd beneath thy ſhade, 


Thy verdant, ever-living laurels laid! 


But thoſe which from thy ſacred raptures flow, 
Nor wiſh for crowns, but what thy groves beſtow. 
Me, nymph divine! nor ſcorn my humble prayer, | | 
Receive unworthy, to thy kinder care, 


There ſafe, no pleaſures, there no pains they know, | 


Doom'd to a gentler, though more lowly fate, 

Nor wiſhing once, nor knowing to be great; 

Me, to thy peaceful haunts, inglorious bring, 

Where ſecret thy celeſtial ſiſters ſing, 5 

Faſt by their ſacred hill, and ſweet Caſtalian ſpring, 
But nobler thoughts the victor prince employ, 

And raiſe his heart with high triumphant joy 8 

From hence a better courſe of time rolls on, 


And whiter days ſucceſſive ſeem to run. 
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From hence his kinder fortune ſeems to date 
The riſing glories of his future ſtate. 


From hence ! — But oh ! too ſoon the hero mourns 
His hopes deceiv'd, and war's inconſtant turns, 


In vain, his echoing trumpets loud alarms 


Provoke the cold Iberian lords to arms; 


Careleſs of fame, as of their monarch's fate, 


In ſullen ſloth ſupinely proud they ſate; 
Or to be llaves or free alike prepar'd, 


And truſting heaven was bound to be their guard, 
Untouch'd with ſhame, the noble ſtrife beheld, 
Nor once eſſay'd to ſtruggle to the field; 


But ſought, in the cool ſhade, and rural ſeat, 


An unmoleſted eaſe and calm retreat: 


Saw each contending prince's arms advance, 
Then, with a lazy dull indifference, 


Turn'd to their reſt, and left the world to chance. 


So when commanded by the wife of Jove, 


Thaumantian Iris left the realms above, 


And ſwift deſcending on her painted bow, 
Sought the dull god of ſleep in ſhades below; 


Nodding and ſlow, his drowſy head he rear'd, 
And heavily the ſacred meſſage heard ; 
5 
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Then with a yawn at once forgot the pain, 
And ſunk to his firſt ſloth and indolence again. 
But oh, my muſe ! th* ungrateful toil forſake, 


Some taſk more pleaſing to thy numbers take, 


Nor chooſe, in melancholy ſtrains, to tell 
Each harder chance the juſter cauſe befel. 
Oh rather turn ! auſpicious turn thy flight, 
Where Marlborough's heroic arms invite, 
Where higheſt deeds the poet's breaſt inſpire 


With rage divine, and fan the facred ſire. 
See! where at once, Ramillia's noble field 
Ten thouſand themes for living verſe ſhall yield, 


See! where at once, the dreadful objects riſe, 
At once they ſpread before my wond'ring eyes, 
And ſhock my lab'ring ſoul with vaſt ſurprize; 
At once the wide-extended battles move, 

At once they join, at once their fate they prove. 


The roar aſcends promiſcuous ; groans and cries, 


The drums, the cannons” burſt, the ſhout, ſupplies, 


One univerſal anarchy of noiſe, 


One din confus'd, found mixt and loſt in ſound, 
Echos to all the frighted cities round. 


Thick duſt and ſmoke in wavy clouds ariſe, 


Stain the bright day, and taint the purer ſkies ; 
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| While flaſhing flames, like lightning, dart between, 
And fill the horror of the fatal ſcene. 

| | Around the field, all dy'd in purple foam, 

Hate, fury, and inſatiate {laughter roam; 
Diſcord with pleaſure o'er the ruin treads, 
And laughing, wraps her in her tatter'd weeds ; 
While fierce Bellona thunders in her car, 
Shakes terrible her ſteely whip from far, | 5 


And with new rage revives the fainting war. 


So when two currents, rapid in their courſe, 
Ruſh to a point, and meet with equal force, 
The angry billows rear their heads on high, | 
Daſhing aloft, the foaming ſurges fly, 5 
And filing cloud the air with miſty ſpry ; 
The raging flood is heard from far to roar, 
By liſt'ning ſhepherds on the diſtant ſhore, 
While much they fear, what ills it ſhould portend, 
And wonder why the watry gods contend. 
6 High in the midſt, Britannia's warlike chief, 
Too greatly bold, and prodigal of liſe, 
ls ſeen to preſs where death and dangers call, 
Where the war bleeds, and where the thickeſt fall, 5 
He flies, and drives confus'd the fainting Gaul. 
Like heat diffus'd his great example warms, 


And animates the ſocial warrior's arms, 
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Inflames each colder heart, confirms the bold, 


Makes the young heroes, and renews the old. 


In forms divine around him watchful wait 


The guardian genii of the Britiſh ſtate ; 
Juſtice and truth his ſteps enerring guide, 
And faithful loyalty defends his fide ; 


Prudence and fortitude their Marlbro guard, 


And pleaſing liberty his labors chear'd ; 

But chief, the angel of his queen was there, 
The union croſs his filver ſhield did bear, 

And in his decent hand he ſhook a warlike ſpear. 


While victory celeſtial ſoars above, 


Plum'd like the eagle of imperial Jove, 

Hangs o'er the chief, whom ſhe delights to bleſs, 
And ever arms his ſword with ſure ſucceſs, 
Dooms him the proud oppreſſor to deſtroy, 


Then waves her palm, and claps her wings for joy. 


Such was young Ammon on Arbela's plain, 


Or ſuch the painter * did the hero feign, 


Where ruſhing on, and fierce, he ſeems to ride, 


With graceful ardor, and majeſtic pride, 

With all the gods of Greece and fortune on his ſide. 
Nor long Bavaria's haughty prince, in vain 
Labors the fight unequal to maintain: 


* Le ud 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 27 


He ſees 'tis doom'd his fatal friend the Gaul 
Shall ſhare the ſhame, and in one ruin fall; 
Flies from the foe too oft in battle try'd, 
And heaven contending on the victor's fide ; 
Then mourns his raſh ambition's crime too late, 
And yields reluctant to the force of fate. 
So when Zneas, through night's gloomy ſhade, 
The dreadful forms of hoſtile gods furvey'd, 5 
Hopeleſs he left the burning town and fled: 
Saw 'twas in vain to prop declining Troy, 
Or ſave what heaven had deſtin'd to deſtroy. 

What vaſt reward, o Europe, ſhalt thou pay, 
To him who fav'd thee on this glorious day ! 
_ Bleſs him, ye grateful nations, where he goes, 
And heap the victor's laurel on his brows ; 
In ev'ry land, in ev'ry city freed, 
Let the proud column rear it's marble head, 5 
To Marlborough and liberty decreed? 
Rich with his wars triumphal arches raiſe, 
To teach your wond'ring ſons the hero's praiſe; 
To him your ſkilful bards their verſe ſhall bring, 
For him the tuneful voice be taught to ſing, 


The breathing pipe ſhall ſwell, ſhall ſound the trem- 
bling ſtring. 
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Oh happy thou! where peace for ever ſmiles, 
Britannia! nobleſt of the ocean's iſles, 
Fair queen! who doſt amidſt thy waters reign, 
And ſtretch thy empire o'er the fartheſt main; 
What tranſports in thy parent boſom roll'd, 
When fame at firlt the pleaſing ſtory told! 
How didſt thou lift thy tow'ry front on high! 


Not meanly conſcious of a mother's joy, 


How wert thou pleas'd heaven did thy choice approve, 
And fixt ſucceſs where thou hadſt fixt thy love! 
How with regret his abſence didſt thou mourn! 


Proud of her ſon as Crete was of her Jove, ? 


How with impatience wait his wiſh'd return! 


How were the winds accus'd for his delay! 

How didſt thou chide the gods who rule the ſea, 

And charge the Nereid nymphs to waft him on his way! 
At length he comes, he ceaſes from his toil, 

Like kings of old returning from the ſpoil! _ 

To Britain and his queen for ever dear, 

He comes, their joy and grateful thanks to ſhare ; 

Lowly he kneels before the royal ſeat, 

And lays his proudeſt wreaths at Anxa's feet. 

While form'd alike for labors or for eaſe, 


In camps to thunder, or in courts to pleaſe, 
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Britain's bright nymphs make Marlborough their care, 
In all his dangers, all his triumphs, ſhare. 
Conqu'tring he lends the well-pleas'd fair new grace, 
And adds freſh luſtre to each beauteous face ; 
Britain preſerv'd by his victorious arms, 

With wond'rous pleaſure each fair boſom warms, 
Lightens in all their eyes, and doubles all their charms. 
Ev'n his own Sunderland, in beauty's ſtore 
So rich, ſhe ſeem'd incapable of more, 
Now ſhines with graces never known before; 
Fierce with tranſporting joy ſhe ſeems to burn, 

And each ſoft feature takes a ſprighily turn; 
| New flames are ſeen to ſparkle in her eyes, 
And on her blooming cheeks freſh roſes riſe ; 
The pleaſing paſſion heightens each bright hue, 
And ſeems to touch the finiſh'd piece anew, 
Improves what nature's bounteous hand had given, 
And mends the faireſt workmanſhip of heaven. 

Nor joy like this in courts is only found, 

But ſpreads to all the grateful people round; 
| Laborious hinds, inur'd to rural toil, 
To tend the flocks and turn the mellow ſoil, 
In homely guiſe their honeſt hearts expreſs, 


And bleſs the warrior who protedts the peace, 
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Who keeps the ſoe aloof, and drives afar 

The dreadful ravage of the waſting war. 

No rude deſtroyer cuts the rip'ning crop, 
Prevents the harveſt, and deludes their hope; 
No helpleſs wretches fiy with wild amaze, 

Look weeping back and ſee their dwellings blaze ; 
The victor's chain no mournful captives know, 


Nor hear the threats of the inſulting foe, 


But freedom laughs, the fruitful fields abound, 
The chearſul voice of mirth is heard to ſound, 
And plenty doles her various bounties round ; 
The humble village, and the wealthy town, 
Conſenting join their happineſs to own. 
What heaven and Anna's gentleſt reign afford, 
Allis ſecur'd by Marlbrö's conqu'ring ſword. 
O ſacred ! ever honour'd name! o thou! | 
That wert our greateſt William once below ! 
What place ſoe er thy virtues now poſſeſs. 
Near the bright ſource of everlaſting bliſs, 
Where e'er exalted to etherial height, 
Radiant with ſtars, thou tread'ſt the fields of light. 
Thy ſeats divine, thy heaven a- while forſake, 
And deign the Britons' triumph to partake. 
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Nor art thou chang'd, but ſtill thou ſhalt delight 
To hear the fortune of the glorious fight, 5 
How fail'd oppreſſion, and prevail'd the right. 

What once below, ſuch {kill thy pleaſures are, 


Europe and liberty are ſtill thy care, 


Is ever to the public good inclin'd, 


Thy great, thy gen'rous, pure, immortal mind 


Is {till the tyrant's foe, and patron of mankind. 
Behold, where Mar}borough, thy laſt beſt gift, 
At parting, to thy native Belgia left, 

Succeeds to all thy kind paternal cares, 

Thy watchful counſels, and laborious wars ; 

Like thee, extends his great aſſiſting hand, 

And in thy ſtead protects the orphan land; 

Like thee, aſpires by virtue to renown, 

Fights to ſecure an empire not his own, 
Reaps only toil himſelf, and gives away a crown. 
At length thy prayer, o pious prince! is heard, 
Heaven has, at length, in it's own cauſe appear'd, 
At length Ramillia's field atones for all 
The faithleſs breaches of the perjur'd Gaul ; 


At length a better age to man decreed, | 
With truth, with peace, and juſtice ſhall ſuccoid ; 5 


Fall'n are the proud, and the griev'd world is freed. 
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One triumph yet, my muſe, remains behind, 
Another vengeance yet the Gaul ſhall find; 
On Lombard plains, beyond his Alpine hills, 
Louis the force of hoſtile Britain feels; 
Swilt to her friends diſtreſs'd her ſuccours fly, 
And diſtant wars her wealthy ſons ſupply; 
From {low unactive courts, they grieve to hear 
Eugene, a name to ev'ry Briton dear, 
By tedious languiſhing delays is held 
Repining, and impatient, from the field : 
While factious ſtateſmen riot in exceſ "i 
And lazy prieſts whole provinces poſſeſs, 
Of unregarded wants the brave complain, 
And the ſtarv'd ſoldier ſues for bread in vain; 
At once with generous indignation warm, 
Britain the tteaſure ſends, and bids the hero arm, 
Straight eager to the field, he ſpeeds away, 
There vows the victor Gaul ſhall dear repay 
The ſpoils of Calcinato's fatal day : 
Chear'd by the preſence of the chief they Jove, 
Oace more their fate the warriors long to prove ; 
| Reviv'4 each ſoldier lifts his drooping head, 


Forgets his wounds, and calls him on to lead; 


Again 


Greedy for battle, and the prey they call, 


Which nature or the ſkilful foe had plac' d. 


And oft advances, and as oft retreats ; 


While river gods in vain exhauſt their ſtore, 


From plenteous urns the guſhing torrents pour, 
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Again their creſts the German eagles rear, 
Stretch their broad wings, and fan the Latian air ; 


And point great Eugene's thunder on the Gaul. 
The chief commands, and ſoon in dread array 
Onwards the moving legions urge their way ; 
With hardy marches and ſucceſsful haſte, 


O'er ev'ry barrier fortunate they paſs'd, 


The foe in vain with Gallic arts attends, 

To mark which way the wary leader bends ; 
Vainly in war's myſterious rules is wiſe, 

Lurks where tall woods and thickeſt coverts riſe, 
And meanly hopes a conqueſt from ſurprize. 

Now with ſwift horſe the plain around them beats, 
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Now fix'd to wait the coming force, he ſeems, 1 
Secur'd by ſteepy banks and rapid ſtreems; 


Riſe o'er their utmoſt margins to the plain, 
And ſtrive to ſtay the warrior's haſte in vain : - "lt 
Alike they pals the plain and cloſer wood, 5 4 
Explore the ford and tempt the ſwelling flood. = 
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Unſhaken ſtill purſue their ſtedſaſt courſe, 

And where they want their way, they findit, or they force. | 
But anxious thoughts Savoy's great prince infeſt, 

And roll ill-boding in his careful breaſt; 

Oft he revolves the ruins of the great, 

And ſadly thinks on loſt Bavaria's fate, 

The hapleſs mark of fortune's cruel ſport, £14 

An exile, meanly forc'd to beg ſupport, 

From the ſlow bounties of a foreign court. 

Forc'd from his lov'd Turin, his laſt retreat, 

His glory once, and empire's anticnt ſeat, 

He ſces from far where wide deſtructions ſpread, 

And hery ſhow'rs the goodly town invade, 

Then turns to mourn in vain his ruin'd ſtate, 

And curſe the unrelenting tyrant's hate. 


But great Eugene prevents his ev'ry fear, | ; 


He had reſolv'd it, and he would be there ; 
Not danger, toil, the tedious weary way, | 
Nor all the Gallic pow'rs his promis'd aid delay. I 
Like truth itſelf unknowing how to fail, 

He ſcorn'd to doubt, and knew he mult prevail; 
Thus ever certain does the ſun appear, 5 | 1 


Bound by the law of Jove's eternal year; 
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Thus conſtant to his courſe ſets out at morn, 
Round the wide world in twice twelve hours is born, | 


And to a moment keeps his fix'd return. 


Straight to the town the heroes turn their care, 


Their friendly ſuccour for the brave prepare, 


And on the foe united bend the war. 
O'er the ſteep trench and ramparts guarded height, 
At once they ruſh and drive the rapid fight; 
With idle arms the Gallic legions feem 
To ſtem the rage of the reſiſtleſs ſtream; 
At once it bears them down, at once they yield, 
Headlong are puſh'd and ſwept along the field; 
Reſiſtance ceaſes, and 'tis war no more, 
At once the vanquiſh'd own the victor's power; 
Throughout the field, where. eber they turn their ſight, 
Tis all or conqueſt or inglorious flight; 
Swift to their reſcu'd friends their joys they bear, 
With liſe and liberty at once they chear, 
And ſave them in the moment of deſpair. 
So timely to the aid of ſinking Rome, 
With active haſte did great Camillus come: 
So to the Capitol he forc'd his way, 
So from the proud Barbarians ſnatch'd the prey, 
And ſav'd his country in one ſingle Gay, 
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From impious arms at length, o Louis, ceaſe ! 


And leave, at length, the lab'ring world in peace, 


Lelt heaven diſcloſe ſome yet more fatal ſcene, 
Fatal beyond Ramillia or Turin; 

' Leſt from thy hand thou ſee thy ſcepter torn; 
And humbled in the duſt thy loſſes mourn; 
Leſt urg'd at length thy own repining ſlave, 
Though fond of burdens, and in bondage brave, 


Purſue thy hoary head with curſes to the grave. 
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EP1LOGUE fo the IN coNST ANT: Or, 
The Way to Win Him. A Comedy. 
By Mr. FARQUHAR. As it was act- 

ed at the T heatre-Royal in Drury- 
Lane, 1703. 


Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 


TY ROM Fletcher's great original“, to-day 
We took the hint of this our modern play : 
Our author, from his lines, has ſtrove to paint 
A witty, wild, inconſtant, free gallant: | 
With a gay ſoul, with ſenſe, and will to rove, a 
With language, and with ſoftneſs fram'd to move, 
With little truth, but with a world of love. 
Such forms on maids in morning-ſlumbers wait, 
When fancy firſt inſtructs their hearts to beat, 
When firſt they wiſh, and ſigh for what they know | 
not yet. | 


3 
See, The Wild-Gooſe Chace. 
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Frown not, ye fair, to think your lovers may 
Reach your cold hearts by ſome unguarded way; 


Let Villeroy's misfortune make you wiſe, 


There's danger (till in darkneſs and ſurprize; 


Though from his rampart he defy'd the foe, 


Prince Eugene found an aqueduct below. 


With ealy freedom, and a gay addreſs, 

A preſling lover ſeldom wants ſucceſs : 

Whilſt the reſpectful, like the Greek, ſits down, 
And waſtes a ten year's ſiege before one town. 
For her own ſake, let no forſaken maid, 


Our wanderer, for want of love, upbraid; 


Since 'tis 2 ſecret, none ſhould e'er confeſs, 


That they have loſt the happy power to pleaſe. 
If you ſuſpect the rogue inclin'd to break, 


Break firlt, and ſwear you've turn'd him off a week; 


As princes, when they reſty ſtates- men doubt, 


Before they can ſurrender, turn them out. 
Whate'er they think, grave uſes may be made, 
As much, ev'n for inconſtancy be faid. Z 

Let the good man for marriage-rites deſign'd, 
"With ſtudious care, and diligence of mind, 


Turn over ev'ry page of womankind ; 


Mark ev'ry ſenſe, and how the readings vary, 


And when he knows the worſt on't, — let him marry. 
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PROLOGUE to the GAMESTER: A Comedy. 
By Mrs. CEKNTLIVRE. As it was act. 
ed at the New T heatre in Lincoln's-Inn 


Fields, 1704. 
Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON. 


P humble wives, that drag the marriage- chain, 
With curſed dogged husbands may complain; 
1! turn'd at large to ſtarve, as we by you, 
They may, at leaſt, for alimony ſue. | 


Know, we reſolve to make the caſe our own, 


Between the plaintiff ſtage, and the defendant town. 
When firſt you took us from our father's houſe, 
And lovingly our int'reſt did eſpouſe, 
You kept us fine, careſs'd, and lodg'd us here, 
And honey-moon held out above three year; ä | | 
At length, for pleaſures known do ſeldom laſt, 
Frequent enjoyment pall'd your ſprightly taſte ; 
And though at firſt you did not quite neglect, 
We found your love was dwindled to reſpect. 
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Sometimes, indeed, as in your way it fell, 
You ſtopp'd, and call'd to ſee if we were well. 
Now, quite eſtrang'd, this wretched place you ſhun, 
Like bad wine, bus'neſs, duels, and a dun. 

Have we for this increas'd Apollo's race? 

Been often pregnant with your wits embrace ? 
And borne you many chopping babes of grace ? 
Some ugly toads we had, and that's the curſe, 
They were ſo like you, that they far'd the worſe; 
For this to-night, we are not much in pain, 

Look on't, and if you like it, entertain : 

f all the midwife ſays, of it, be true, 

There are ſome features too like ſome of you : 

For us, if you think fitting to forſake it, 

We mean to run away, and let the pariſh take it. 
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E PILOGUE, ſpoken by Mrs. Barry, at the 
Theatre-Royal i in Drury-Lane, April the 


7th, 1709, at her playing in Lovx FOR 
LovE with Mrs. Bracegirdle, for the 
bog of Mr. Betterton, 


S ſome brave knight, who once with ſpear and ſhield 
Had ſought renown in many a well-fought field ; 
But now no more with ſacred fame inſpir'd, 
Was to a peaceful hermitage retir'd: 
There, if by chance diſaſt'rous tales he hears, 
Of matrons wrongs, and captive virgins tears, 
He feels ſoft pity urge his gen'rous breaſt, 
And vows once more to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd. 
Buckled in mail, he ſallies on the plain, 
And turns him to the fates of arms again. 
So we, to former leagues of friendſhip true, 
Have bid once more our peaccful homes adieu, 
To aid old THomas, and to pleaſure you. 
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As now we talk of Roſcius, and of Rome. 
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Like errant damſels, boldly we engage, 

Arm'd, as you ſee, for the defenceleſs ſtage. 
Time was when this good man no help did lack, 
And ſcorn'd that any ſhe ſhould hold his back; 
But now, fo age and frailty have ordain'd, 


By two * at once he's forc'd to be ſuſtain'd, 


You ſee what failing nature brings man to; 
And yet Jet none inſult, for ought we know, 
She may not wear ſo well with ſome of you. 
Though old, you find his ſtrength is not clean paſt 
But true as ſteel he's mettle to the laſt. 
If better he perform'd in days of yore, 
Yet now he gives you all that's in his power; 
What can the youngelt of you all do more? 

What he has been, though preſent praiſe be dumb,” 
Shall haply be a theme in times to come, 


Had you withheld your favors on this night, 

Old Shakeſpear's ghoſt had ris'n to do him right. 
With indignation had you ſeen him frown 

Upon a worthleſs, witleſs, taſteleſs town; 


* Mrs, Barry and Mrs, Bracegirdle claſp him round the waſte, 
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Griev'd and repining, you had heard him ſay, 
Why are the muſes? labors caſt away? 
Why did I write what only he could play? 
But ſince, like friends to wit, thus throng'd you meet, 
; | Go on and make the gen'rous work complete ; 
; Be true to merit, and ſtill own his cauſe, 
: Find ſomething for him more than bare applauſe, 
: In juſt remembrance of your pleaſures paſt, 
| Be kind, and give him a diſcharge at laſt, 
$ In peace and eaſe life's remnant let him wear, 
And hang his conſecrated buſkin there , 


* Pointing to the top of the ſtage, 
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44 POEMS ON 


EyiLoGUE 1 The Cruel Gift. A T ragedy. 
By Mrs. Centlivre. As it was acted at | 
the T heatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, 1717. | | 


Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD. 


EL IL. —'twas a narrow ſcape my lover made 

That cup and meſſage — I was ſore afraid — | 
Was that a preſent for a new-made widow, | 
All in her diſmal dumps, like doleful Dido ? 
When one peep'd in—and hop'd for ſomething good, 
There was — oh! Gad! a naſty heart and blood “. 
If the old man had ſhew'd himſelf a father, 


His bowl ſhould have inclos'd a cordial rather, 5 
Something to chear me up amidſt my trance, = 
L'Eau de Barbade —— or comfortable Nants 1 | ; 


He thought he paid it off with being ſmart, ; 
And to be witty, cry'd, he'd ſend the heart, ; 
I could have told his gravity, moreover, Ds 8 


Were I our ſex's ſecrets to diſcover, 


Tis what we never look for in a lover. 


* This tragedy was founded upon the ſtory of Segiſmonda and 
Guiſcardo, one of Boccace's novels; wherein the heart of the 
lover is ſent, by the father to his daughter, as a preſent, 

F i. e. Citron-water and good brandy, 
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Let but the bridegroom prudently provide 
All other matters fitting for a bride, | 
[ So he make good the jewels and the jointure, 
| | To miſs the heart, does ſeldom diſappoint her. 
[1 Faith, for the faſhion hearts of late are made in, 
They are the vileſt baubles we can trade in. 
Where are the tough brave Britons to be found, 
With hearts of oak, ſo much of old renown'd ? 
1 How many worthy gentlemen of late 
{ Swore to be true to mother-church and ſlate; 
When their falſe hearts were ſecretly maintaining 
Yon trim king Pepin, at Avignon reigning ? 
Shame on the canting crew of ſoul-inſurers 
| That Tyburn-tribe of ſpeech making non- jurors; 
4 Who, in new-fangled terms, old truths explaining, 
Teach honeſt Engliſhmen, damn'd double-meaning, 
Oh! would you loſt i integrity reſtore, 
; And boaſt that faith your plain fore-fathers bore ; 
What ſurer. pattern can you hope to find, 
1 Than that dear Pledge * your Monarch left behind ? 
| See how his looks his honeſt heart explain, 
j And ſpeak the bleſſings of his future reign ! 
In his each feature, truth, and candor trace, 
And read plain-dealing written in his face. 


® The prince of Wales then preſent. 
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PROLOGUE fo the Non-JurRorR A 
Comedy. By Mr. Cibber. As it was acted 
at theT heatre-Royal in Drury. Lane, 1718. 
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Spoken by Mr. WIL Es. 


F N 5 
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O-night, ye whigs and torries both be ſafe, 


Nor hope at one another's coſt to laugh, | 
We mean to ſouſe old Satan and the Pope ; 9 
They've no relations here, nor friends, we hope. the 


| A tool of theirs ſupplies the comic ſtage 

| With juſt materials for ſatiric rage: 

Nor think our colors may too ſtrongly paint 

| The {tiff non-juring ſeparation faint. 
Good-breeding ne'er commands us to be civil 


* To thoſe who give the nation to the devil; 
| Who at our ſureſt, beſt foundation ſtrike, 
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| 

| And hate our monarch and our church alike ; | | 
| Our church, — which aw'd with reverential fear, 4 
| | : : 1 

| Scarcely the muſe preſumes to mention here. 1 


Long may ſhe theſe her worſt of foes defy, 
And lift her mitred head triumphant to the ſky ; 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 47 
While theirs — But ſatire ſilently diſdains 
To name, what lives not, but in madmen's brains, 
Like bawds, each lurking paſtor ſeeks the dark, 
And fears the juſtice's enquiring clerk. 
In cloſe back-rooms his routed flocks he rallies, 
And reigns the patriarch of blind lanes and allies. 
There ſafe, he lets his thund'ring cenſures fly, 


Unchriſtens, damns us, gives our laws the lie, 


And excommunicates three ſtories high. 
Why ſince a land of liberty they hate, 

Still will they linger in this free-born ſtate ? 
to Here, ev'ry hour, freſh, hateful, objects riſe, 
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Peace and proſperity afflict their eyes: 
With anguiſh, prince and people they ſurvey, 


— —— 
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Their juſt obedience, and his righteous ſway. 
Ship off, ye ſlaves, and ſeek ſome paſſive land, 
Where tyrants after your own hearts command. 
To your Tranſalpine maſter's rules reſort, 
And fill an empty abdicated court: 
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Turn your poſſeſſions here to ready rhino, 
1 And buy ye lands and lordſhips at Urbino. 
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HoRAT. LIEB. II. Ops IV. 
Ad XANTHIAM. 


85 K 
; E fit ancillae tibi amor pudori, 
: Xanthia Phoceu : prius infolentem 


Serva Briſeis niveo colore 
Movit Achillem. 


II. 
Movit Ajacem, Telamone natum, 
Forma captivae dominum Tecmeſſae: 


Arſit Atrides medio in triumpho 
Virgine rapta: 


Horacz, 
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Mee Book II. ODE IV. Tmitated. 


T he lord Griffin to the earl of Scarſdale. 


1. 
O not, moſt fragrant carl, diſclaim 
Thy bright, thy reputable flame, 
To Bracegirdle the brown; 
But publicly eſpouſe the dame. 
And ſay G— D— the town. 
1 
Full many heroes, fierce and keen, 
With drabs have deeply ſmitten been, 
Although right good commanders ; 
Some who with you have Hounſlow ſeen, 
And ſome who've been in Flanders. 
8 
Did not baſe Griber's * Pegg inflame 
The ſober earl of Nottingham, 
DD 


* Signiora Franceſca Marguareta de ! Fpine, an Italian Song- 
ſtreſs. 
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III. 


Harbarae poſtquam cecidere turmae 


Theſſalo victore, et ademptus Hector 
T radidit feſſis leviora tolli 
Pergama Graiis. 


IV. 


” 


Neſcias an te generum beati 


Phyllidis flavae decorent parentes ; 
Regium certe genus, et penates 


Moeret iniquos. 


V. 


Crede non illam tibi de ſceleſta 
Plebe delectam; neque ſic ſidelem, 
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Of ſober ſire deſcended ; 
That, careleſs of his ſoul and fame, 


To play. houſes he nightly came, 


And left church undefended. 
„„ 

The monarch who of France is hight, 
Who rules the roſt with matchleſs might, 

Since William went to heaven ; 
Loves Maintenon, his lady bright, 

Who was but Scarron's leaving. 

. 


Though thy dear's father kept an inn 


At priſly head of Saracen, 
For carriers at Northampton; 
Yet ſhe might come of gentler kin, 
Than & er that father dream'd on. 
=>; 
Of proffers large her choice had ſhe, 
Of jewels, plate, and land in fee, 
Which ſhe with ſcorn rejected: 
And can a nymph ſo virtuous be 
Of baſe-born blood ſuſpeRed ? 
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Brachia et vultum, tereteſque ſuras 
Integer laudo : fuge ſu ſpicari, 
Cujus octavum trepidavit aetas 
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Matre pudenda. 


Claudere luſtrum. 


Sic lucro averſam potuiſſe naſci 


VI. 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


7 VII. 

Her dimple check, and roguiſh eye, 
Her ſlender waſte, and taper thigh, 

I always thought provoking; | 
But, faith, though I talk waggiſhly, _ 

I mean no more than joking. 

8 VIII. 

Then be not jealous, friend, for why ? 
My lady marchioneſs is nigh, 

To ſee I ne'er ſhall hurt ye; 
Beſides, you know full well, that I 

Am turn'd of ſive· and- forty. 


| 
KS 
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Hoxart. Lis. HL ODE IX. 


Ad LYDIAM. 


HORATIUS. 
ONE C gratus eram tibi, 
Nec quiſquam potior brachia candidae 
Cervici juvenis dabat, | 
Perſarum vigui rege beatior. 


LYDIA, 


Donec non alia magis _ 
Arſiſti, neque erat Lydia poſt Chloen, 
Multi Lydia nominis = 


Romana vigui clarior Ilia. 


HORATI1V'S. 


Me nunc Creſſa Chloe regit, 
Dulces dota modos, et citharae ſciens : 


7 
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To drink with noble lords, and toalt their ladies; 
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The RE CON CILEME NT between 
7 acob Tonſon and Mr. Congreve, ö 


An imitation of Hokack, Book III. OpE IX. 


NS OF. 
HILE at my houſe in Fleet- ſtreet once you lay, 
How merrily, dear Sir, time paſs'd away! 

While © I partook your wine, your wit, and mirth, 

«* I was the happieſt creature on God's yearth * 

CONGREYV E. 
While in your early days of reputation, 
You for blue garters had not ſuch a paſſion ; 


While yet you did not uſe, as now your trade is, 


Thou, Jacob Tonſon, wert to my conceiving, 
The chearfulleſt, beſt, honeſt, fellow living. 
TONS ON. 
I'm in with captain Vanbrugh at the preſent, 
A moſt ſweet-natur'd gentleman, and pleaſant; 
D 4 


Tonſon (Sen.) his dialect, 
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Pro qua non metuam mori, | 


Si parcent animae fata ſuperſtiti. 


1 1 1K. 


Me torret face mutua 
Thurini Calais ſilius Ornithi: 
Pro quo bis patiar mori 


Si parcent puero fata ſuperſtiti. 


* H N es. 


Quid, ſi priſca redit Venus? 
Diductoſque jugo cogit aheneo ? 
Si flava excutitur Chloe, 


Rejectacque patet janua Lydiae ! 


L'Y D I A, 


Quanquam lidere pulchrior 


Ille eſt, tu levior cortice, et improbo 


Iracundior Adria, 


Tecum vivere amem, tecum obeam libens, 
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SEVERAL een 
He writes your comedies, draws ſchemes, and models: 
And builds dukes houſes upon very odd hills: 
For him, ſo much I dote on him, that I, 
If I was {ure to go to heaven, would die, 
G NG RE VE. 
5 Temple * and Dalaval are now my party, 
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| Men that are tam mercurio both quam marte ; 
| And though for them I ſhall ſcarce go to heaven, 


| Yet I can drink with them {ix nights in ſeven. 

1 TONSON.. 

| What if from Van's dear arms 1 ſhould retire, 

3 And once more warm my Bunnians Þ at your fire; 
3 "rf to Bo w-ſtreet ſhould invite you home, | 


And ſet a bed up in my dining-room, 
Tell me, dear Mr. Congreve, would you come ? 
C O NG RE VE. 
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FI Though the gay failor, 2nd the gentle knight, 

3 Were ten times more my joy and heart's delight ; 
} Though civil perſons they, you ruder were, 
| And had more humors than a dancing-vear ; 

| Yet for your ſake I'd bid them both adieu, 

| And live and die, dear Cob, with only you. 

N * Sir Richard Temple, now lord Cobham, 
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+ Jacob's term ſor his corns. 
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Ho RA r. LI B. III. ODE XXI. 
Ad A M f HO R A l. 
| I. 
NAT A mecum Conſule Manlio, 
Seu tu querelas, ſive geris jocos, 


Seu rixam, et inſanos amores, 
Seu facilem, pia teſta, ſomnum: 


\ 


. 


Quocunque lectum nomine Maſſicum 


Servas, moveri digna bono die: 
Deſcende, Corvino jubente, 


Promere languidiora vina. 
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HO RACE, Boox III. Ops XXI. 
To his CAs k. 

8 


AIL, gentle CAs k, whoſe venerable head, 
With hoary down and antient duſt o'er-ſpread, 


Proclaim, that ſince the vine firſt brought thee forth, 


Old age has added to thy worth. 


Whether the ſprightly juice thou doſt contain, 


Thy vot'ries will to wit and love, 


Or ſenſeleſs noiſe and lewdneſs move, 


Or ſleep, the cure of theſe and cv'ry other pain. 


: 2 
Since to ſome day propitious and oreat, 
Juſtly at firſt thou was deſign'd by fate; 


| This day, the happieſt of thy many years, 


With thee I will forget my cares : 

To my Corvinus' health thou ſhalt go round, 
(Since thou art ripen'd for to-day, 
And longer age would bring decay) 


Till ev'ry anxious thought in the rich ſtream be drown'd. 


— 
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III. 


Non ille, quanquam Socraticis madet 


Sermonibus, te negliget horridus: 
Narratur et priſci Catonis 


| Saepè mero caluiſſe virtus. 


IV. 


Tu lene tormentum ingenio admoves 


Plerumque duro: tu ſapientium 
Curas, et arcanum jocoſo 


Conſilium retegis Lyaeo. 


V. 


* 
Tu ſpem reducis mentibus anxiis, 


Vireſque, et addis cornua pauperi, 


A le 


* oe FIR 
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III. 
To thee, my friend, his roughneſs ſhall ſubmit, 
And Soctates himſelf a while forget. 


Thus when old Cato would ſometimes unbend 


The rugged ſtiffneſs of his mind 

Stern and ſevere, the Stoic quaff'd his bowl, 
His frozen virtue felt the charm, 
And ſoon grow pleas'd, and ſoon grew warm, 


And bleſs'd the ſprightly power that chear'd his gloomy 


ſoul. f 
IV 

With kind conſtraint ill nature thou doſt bend, 
And mould the ſnarling cynic to a friend. 
The ſage reſerv'd, and fam'd for gravity, | 
Finds all he knows ſum'd up in thee, 
And by thy power unlock'd, grows eaſy, gay, and free. 
The ſwain, who did ſome credulous nymph perſuade 

To grant him all, inſpir'd by thee, 

Devotes her to his vanity, 


And to his fellow-fops toaſts the abandon'd maid. 


V. 


The wretch who, preſs d beneath a load of cares, 


And lab'ring with continual woes, deſpairs, 
If thy kind warmth does his chill'd ſenſe invade, 


From earth he rears his drooping head, 


62 POEMS ON 
Poſt te neque iratos trementi 
Regum apices, neque militum arma. 


VI. 


Te liber, et, {i laeta aderit Venus, 
Segneſque nodum ſolvere Gratiae, 
| Vivaeque producent lucernae, 


Dum rediens fugat aſtra Phoebus. 
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Reviv'd by thee, he ceaſes now to mourn ; 
His flying cares give way to haſte, 
And to the God reſign his breaſt, 
Where hopes of better days, and better things return. 
The lab'ring hind, who, with hard toil and pains, 
Amidſt his wants, a wretched life maintains; 
It thy rich juice his homely ſupper crown, 
Hot with thy fires, and bolder grown, 
Of kings, and of their arbitrary power, 
And how by impious arms they reign, 
Fiercely he talks with rude diſdain, 
And vows to be a ſlave, to be a wretch no more. 
Vi. = 
Fair queen of love, and thou great god of wine, 
Hear ev'ry grace, and all ye pewers divine, 5 
All that to mirth and friendſhip do incline, 
Crown this auſpicious caſk, and happy night, 
With all things that can give delight; 
Be ev'ry care and anxious thought away; 
Ye tapers ſtill be bright and clear, 
Rival the moon, and each pale ſtar, 
| Your beams ſhall yield to none, but his who brings the day. 
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Ho AT. EII. IV. ODE I. 
Ad VE N E RE M. 


NTERMISS 4, Venus, diu, 
Rurſus hella moves? parce, precor, precor. 
Non ſum, qualis eram bonae 


Sub regno Cynarae : define dulcium 


Mater ſaeva Cupidinum, 


Circa luſtra decem flectere mollibus 
Jam durum imperlis: Abi 

Quo blandae juvenum te revocant preces, 
Tempeſtivius in domo 

Pauli, purpureis ales oloribus, 
Comiſſabere Maximi, 

Si torrere jecor quaeris idoneum- 


Namque 
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Ho RACE, Book IV. ODE I. 
Te YEN US. 


NCE more the queen of love invades my breaſt, 
Late, with Jong eaſe, and peaceful pleaſures bleſt; 
Spare, ſpare the wretch, that ſtill has been thy ſlave, 


And let my former ſervice have 


The merit to protect me to the grave. 

Much am I chang'd from what I once have been, 
When under Cynera the good and fair, | 
With joy I did thy fetters wear, 

Bleſa'd in the gentle ſway of an indulgent queen. 

Stiff and unequal to the labor now, 

With pain my neck beneath thy yoke I bow. 

Why doſt thou urge me ſtill to bear? oh! why 


Dolt thou not much rather fly 


\SNYd 


To youthful breaſts, to mirth and gaiety? 
Go, bid thy ſw ans their gloſſy wings expand, 
And ſwiftly through the yielding air 
To Damon thee their goddeſs bear, 
Worthy to be thy flave, and fit for thy command. 
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1 
in 
1 

U 


ye 1 4 * «Wo 
Þ = e a2 2b Get 


66 POEMS ON 


Namque et nobilis, et decens, 


Et pro ſollicitis non tacitus reis, 1 
Et centum puer artium, 

Late ſigna feret militiae was. 
Et, quandoque potentior 

Largis muneribus riſerit aemuli, 
Albanos prope te lacus 

Ponet marmoream {ub trabe Citrel 
Illic plurima naribus 

Duces thura, lyraeque, et Berecynthiae 
Delectabere tibiae 

Miſtis carminibus, non {ine fiſtula, 
Illic bis pueri die 

Numen cum teneris virginibus tuum 
Laudantes, pede candido 


In morem Salium ter quatient humum. 
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Noble, and graceful, witty, gay, and young, 
Joy in his heart, love on his charming tongue. 

Skill'd in a thouſand ſofr prevailing arts, 
With wond'rous force the youth impatts 
Thy power to unexperienc'd virgins hearts. 
Far ſhall he ſtretch the bounds of thy command; 
And if thou ſhalt his withes bleſs, 
Beyond his rivals with ſucceſs, 
In gold and marble ſhall thy ſtatues ſtand. 
Beneath the ſacred ſhade of Odel's wood, 
Or on the banks of Ouſe's gentle flood, 
With od'rous beams a temple he ſhall raiſe, 
For ever ſacred to thy praiſe, 
Till the fair ſtream, and wood, and love itſelf decays. 
There while rich incenſe on thy altar burns, 
Thy votaries, the nymphs and {wains, 
In melting ſoft harmonious ſtrains, 
Mix'd with the ſofter flates, ſhall tell their flames by turns, 
As love and beauty with the light are born, 
So with the day thy honors ſhall return; | 
Some lovely youth, pair'd with a bluſhing mate, 


A troop of either fex ſhall lead, 


0 i 


And twice the Salian meaſures round thy altar tread, | 
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Me nec foemina, nec puer 

Jam, nec ſpes animi credula mutui 
Nec certare juvat mero, 

Nec vincire novis tempora floribus. 
Sed cur hen, Ligurine, cur 

Manat rara meas lacrima per genas ! 
Cur facunda partim decoro 

Inter verba cadit lingua ſilentio? 
Nocturnis te ego ſomniis 

Jam captum teneo, jam volucrem ſequor 
Te per gramina Marti 


Campi, te per aquas, dure, volubiles. 
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Thus with an equal empire o'er the light, 

The queen of love, and god of wit, 

Together riſe, together fit : 
But, goddeſs, do thou ſtay, and bleſs alone the night. 
There may'ſt thou reign, while 1 forget to love; 
No more falſe beauty ſhall my paſſion move ; 
Nor ſhall my fond believing heart be led, * 
By mutual vows and oaths betray'd, 
To hope for truth from the proteſting maid. 
With love the ſprightly joys of wine are fled; 

The roſes too {hall wither now, 

That us'd to ſhed and crown my brow, 
And round my chearful temples fragrant odors ſhed. 
But tell me, Cynthia, ſay, bewitching = 
What mean theſe ſighs? why ſteals this falling tear ? 
And when my ſtruggling thoughts for paſſage ſtrove, > 
Why did my tongue refuſe to move; | 
Tell me, can this be any thing but love ? 
Still with the night my dreams my griefs renew, 

Still the is preſent to my eyes, 

And ſtill in vain I, as ſhe flies, 


O'er woods, and plains,and ſeas, the ſcornſul maid purſue, 
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Horir Lin 1 E'p-18 T7. IV; 


Ad AL BIUMETIBU-L LVU M. 


A” BI, noſtrorum ſermonum candide judex, 

-* Quid nunc te dicam facere in regione Pedana ? 
Scribere quod Ca{si Parmenſis opuſcula vincat ? 

An tacitum ſylvas inter reptare ſalubres, 

Curantem quicquid dignam fapiente bonoque eſt ? 
Non tu corpus eras ſine pectore. Di tibi formam, 
Di tibi divitias dederant, artemque fruendi.' 


Quid voveat dulci nutricula majus alunino, 
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Horace, Boox I. EpIs r. IV. Initated. 
To RICHARD THoRNHILL, Eſq; * 


HORNHILL, whom doubly to my heart commend 
1 Thecritic's art, and candor of a friend, 
Say, what thou doſt in thy retirement find, 
Worthy the labors of thy active mind ; 
Whether the tragic muſe inſpires thy thought, 
To emulate what moving Otway wrote; 
Or whether to the covert of ſome grove 
Thou and thy thoughts do from the world remove, 
Where to thyſelf thou all thoſe rules doſt ſhow, 
That good men ought to practiſe, or wiſe know. 
For ſure thy maſs of man is no dull clay, 
But well inform'd with the celeſtial ray. 
The bounteous gods, to thee completely kind, 
In a fair frame inclos'd thy fairer mind; 
And though they did profuſely wealth beſtow, 
They gave thee the true uſe of wealth to know, 
Could ev'n the nurſe wiſh for her darling boy 
A happineſs which thou doſt not enjoy; _ 

E 4 


* Who fought the duel with Sir Cholmondly Deering. 
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Quam ſapere, et fart et poſlit quae ſentiat, cui 
Gratia, fama, valetudo contingat abunde, 


Et mundus victus, non deficiente crumena ? 


Inter ſpem, curamque, timores inter et iras 


Omnem crede diem tibi diluxiſſe ſupremum. 
Grata ſuperveniet, quae non ſperabitur, hora. 


Me pinguem, et nitidum benè curata cute viſes, 


Cum ridere voles Epicuri de grege porcum. 
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What can her fond ambition aſk beyond 

A ſoul by wiſdom's nobleſt precepts crown'd ? 
To this fair ſpeech, and happy utt'rance join'd, 
T' unlock the ſecret treaſ ures of the mind, 
And make the bleſſing common to mankind. 
On theſe let health and reputation wait, 
The favor of the virtuous and the great : 

A table chearfully and cleanly ſpread, 
Stranger alike to riot and to necd : 

Such an eſtate as no extremes may know, 

A free and juſt diſdain for all things elſe beJow. 
Amidſt uncertain hopes, and anxious cares, 
Tumult'ous ſtrife, and miſerable fears, 
Prepare for all events thy conſtant breaſt, 

And let each day be to thee as thy laſt. 

That morning's dawn will with new pleaſure riſe, 
Whoſe light ſhall unexpected bleſs thy eyes. 
Me, when to town in winter you repair, 
Batt'ning in eaſe you'll find, ſleek, freſh, and ſair; 
Me, who have learn'd from Epicurus' lore, 
To ſnatch the bleſſings of the flying hour, 
Whom ev'ry Friday at the Vine * you'll find 
His true diſciple, and your faithful friend. 


*The Vine tavern in Long-Acre. 
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V N 1 0. 


UM Roſa purpureo ſuffunditur ora rubore, 
Spina gravis nitidi floris amore calet. 
Protinus armorum ponit pacatior iras, 
Et jam blanda ſuae porigit ora Roſae. 
Ut videt alternis ambas concurrere votis, 
Quae regit hortorum maxima Flora vices, 
Faelices jubet hinc coeat in foedera, utriſque 
Unus, et ex Uno ſtemmate ſurgat honos. 
T u decus aeternum, dixit, mea, da, Roſa, Spinae, 


Et tu perpetuam protege, Spina, Roſam. 
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THE UNION 


HILE rich, in brighteſt red, the bluſhing Roſe 
Her freſheſt op'ning beauties did diſcloſe; _ 
Her, the rough Thiltle, from a neighb'ring field, 
With fond deſires and lover's eyes beheld: 
Straight the fierce plant lays by his pointed darts, 
And wooes the gentle flow'r with ſofter arts. 
Kindly ſhe heard, and did his flame approve, 
And own'd the warrior worthy of her love. 
Flora, whoſe happy laws the ſeaſons guide, 
Who does in fields and painted meads preſide, 


And crowns the gardens with their flow'ry pride, 


With pleaſure ſaw the wiſhing pair combine, \ 
| To favour what their goddeſs did deſign, 5 
And bid them in eternal Union join. 

Henceforth, ſhe ſaid, in each returning year, 

One {tem the Thiſtle and the Roſe ſhall bear: 

The thiſtle's laſting grace, thou, o my Roſe ! ſhalt be, 


The warlike Thiſtle's arms, a ſure defence to thee. 
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Have ſunk to that juſt level of mankind, 1 
Where nor too little, nor too much gives the true | | 
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CONTENTMENT. 


Done from the Latin of J. Gerhard &. 


ANY that once, by fortune's bounty rear'd, 
Amidſt the wealthy and the great appear'd, 
Have wiſely from thoſe envy'd heights declin'd, } 


peace of mind. 


In his Meditationes Sacrae, 


WERE 


PA 


. 


] | 


The various products of time's fruitful womb, 
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ON THE 
LAST JUDGMENT, 
AND THE g 

HAPPINESS 


. 


SAINTS IN HEAVEN. 


Done from the Latin of J. Gerhard. 


N that bleſs'd day, from ev'ry part, the juſt, 
Rais'd from the liquid deep or mould'ring duſt, 


All of paſt ages, preſent, and to come, 

In full aſſembly ſhall at once reſort, 
And meet within high heav'n's capacious court : 
There famous names rever'd in days of old, 
Our great fore-fathers there we ſhall behold, 
From whom old ſtocks and anceſtry began, 

And worthily in long ſucceſſion ran: 
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The reverend fires with pleaſure ſhall we greet, 
Attentive hear, while faithful they repeat 

Full many a virtuous deed, and many a noble feat. 
There, all thoſe tender ties, which here below, 
Or kindred, or more ſacred friendſhip know, 
Firm, conſtant, and unchangeable ſhall grow, 
Refin'd from paſſion, and the dregs of ſenſe, 
A better, truer, dearer love from thence, 

It's everlaiting being ſhall commence : 

There, like their days, their joys ſhall ne'er be done, 


No night ſhall rife, to ſhade heaven's glorious ſun, 


But one eternal holy-day go on. 
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COLIN's COMPLAINT. 
C 


To the tune of Grim King of the Ghoſts. 


5 ESPAIRIN G beſide a clear ſtream, 


A ſhepherd forſaken was laid ; 
And while a falſe nymph was his theme, 
A willow ſupported his head. 
The wind that blew over the plain, 
To his ſighs with a ſigh did reply; 
And the brook, in return to his pain, 


Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas, filly ſwain that I was! 
Thus fadly complaining he cry'd, 
When firſt I beheld that fair face, 
"T were better by far J had dy'd. 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear tongue; 
When ſhe ſmil'd, *twas a pleaſure too great. 
I liſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, 


Was nightingale ever ſo ſweet? 
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How fooliſh was I to believe 

She could doat on fo lowly a clown, 
Or that her fond heart -would not grieve 

To forſake the fine folk of the town ? 
To think that a beauty ſo gay, 

So kind and fo conftant would prove; 
Or go clad like our maidens in gray, 


Or live in a cottage ou love ? 
What though I have {kill to complain, 


What though when they hear my foft ſtrain, 
The virgins ſit weeping around. 

Ah, Colin! thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign ; 

Thy falſe one inclines to a {wain, 


Whoſe muſic is {weeter than thine. 


And you, my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 

Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 

Forvear to accuſe the falſe maid. 


Though the muſes my temples have crown'd; 


Though 
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Though through the wide world 1 ſhould range, 
*Tis in vain from my fortune to fly, 
'T was hers to be falſe and to change, 


"T'is mine to be conſtant and die. 


If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 

In her breaſt any pity is found, 

Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the ground. 

The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew; 

And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 

And deck her in golden array, 

j Be fineſt at ev'ry fine ſhow, 

: And frolic it all the long day; 

While Colin, forgotten and gone, 

No more ſhall be talk' d of, or ſeen, 

Unleſs, when beneath the pale moon, 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 
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EPIGRAM on a lady who ſhed her water 
PP ſeeing the tragedy of Caro. 


' [ HILST maudlin whigs deplore their Cato's fate, 
Still with dry eyes the tory Celia ſate: 
But though her pride forbade her eyes to flow, 
The guſhing waters found a vent below. 
Though ſecret yet with copious ſtreams ſhe mourns, 


Like twenty river-gods with all their urns. 


Let others ſcrew an hypocritic face, 


She ſhews her grief in a ſincerer place! 


Here nature reigns, and paſſion void of art ; 
For this road leads directly to the heart. 
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IMmiTaTED in LATIN 


LORA T fata ſui dum caetera Turba Catonis, 
Ecce! oculis ſiccis Caelia fixa ſedet; 
At quanquam lacrimis faſtus vetat ora rigari, 
Invenere viam qua per opaca fluant : 
Clam dolet illa quidem, manat tamen humor abunde, 
Numinis ex urnà, ceu fluvialis aqua. 
Diſtorquent aliae vultus, ſimulantque dolorem : 
Quae mage ſincera eſt Caelia parte dolet. 
Qua mera natura eſt, non perſonata per artem, 
Quaque itur recta cordis ad ima via. 
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VERSES occaſioned by the honors conferred 
| on the right honorable the earl of Halifax, 
| | 1714. Being that year inſtalled knight of 
| the moſt noble order of the Garter. 
| [I HOEBUS and Caeſar once conſpir'd to grace | 
| A noble knight, of antient Tuſcan race. | ; 
| The monarch, greatly conſcious of his worth, | 
if From books and his retirement call'd him forth ; . 
| Adorn'd the patriot with the Civic crown, : 
The conſul's Faſces, and Patrician gown : _ | : 
| The world's whole wealth he gave him to beltow, f 
| And teach the ſtreams of treaſure where to flow : 5 
To him he bade the ſuppliant nations come, | 
And on his counſels fix'd the fate of Rome. 
The god of wit, who taught him firſt to ſing, 
| And tune high numbers to the vocal ſtring, 
With jealous eyes behcld the bounteous King. 
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Forbear, he cry'd, to rob me of my ſhare ; 
Our common fav'rite is our common care. 


Honors and wealth thy grateful hand may give ; 


But Phoebus only bids the poet live. 


The ſervice of his faithful heart is thine ; 
There let thy Julian ſtar an emblem ſhine; 

His mind, and her imperial ſeat, are mine. 
Then bind his brow, ye Theſpian maids, he ſaid; 
The willing muſes the command obey'd, 

And wove the deathleſs laurel for his head. 
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E P I HK A N., 


On the 7 rINCe of WALES's, then regent, ap- 
pearing at the fire in Spring- Garden, 1716. 


TH Guardian, bleſt Britannia! ſcorns to ſleep, 
When the ſad ſubjects of his ſather weep; 
Weak princes by their fears increaſe diſtreſs; 
He faces danger, and ſo makes it leſs. 
T yrants on blazing towns may ſmile with joy, 
He knows to ſave, is greater than deſtroy. : 
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SONG on 4 fine woman who had a dull 


husband. 


\ V HEN on fair Celia's eyes I gaze, 


And bleſs their light divine; 
J ſtand confounded with amaze, 
To think on what they ſhine. 
II. 


On one vile clod of earth ſhe ſeems : 


To fix her influence; | 
Which kindles not at thoſe bright beams, 
Nor wakens into ſenſe. | 

N 
Loſt and bewilder'd with the thought, 
I could not but complain, 
That nature's laviſh hand had wrought 
This faireſt work in vain. 
4a IV. 
Thus ſome, who have the flars ſurvey'd, 
Are ignorantly led, 
To think thoſe glorious lamps were made 
To light Tom- Fool to bed. 
| _ 
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Occaſtoned by bis firſt viſit to lady Warwick 


at Holland. Houlſe. 


| J. 
E ARIN G that Chloe's bower crown'd 
The ſummit of a neighbouring hill, 
Where ev'ry rural joy was found, 
Where health and wealth were plac'd around, 
To wait like ſervants on her will: 
| II. 
L went, and found *twas as they ſaid, 

That ev'ry thing look'd freſh and fair; 
Her herds in flowery paſtures ſtray'd, 
Delightful was the green-wood ſhade, 

And gently breath'd the balmy air. 

ET 7 
But when I found my troubled heart 
Uneaſy grown within my breaſt, . 
My breath come ſhort, and in each part 


Some new diſorder ſeem to ſtart, 


Which pain'd me fore, and broke my reſt : - 
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5 
: Some noxious vapour ſure, I ſaid, 
E 1 From this unwholſom ſoil muſt riſe; 
7 þ Some ſecret venom is convey'd | 
| Or from this field, or from that ſhade, 
} That does the powers of life ſurprize, 
2 1 
| Soon as the ſkilful Leach beheld 
[ The change that in my health was grown: 
Blame not, he cry'd, nor wood nor field ; 


Diſeaſes which ſuch ſymptoms yield, 
Proceed from Chloe's eyes alone. 
2 VI. 
Alike the kills in ev'ry air, 
The coldeſt breaſt ber beauties warm ; 
And though the fever took you there, 


J If Chloe had not been ſo fair, 1 . 
1 The place had never done you harm. 
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ET ANZ ES 


To lady Warwick, on Mr. Ap pisown's 


going to Ireland. 


We 
7 E gods and Nereid nymphs who rule the ſea ! 


Who chain loud ſtorms and ſtill the raging main! 


With care the gentle Lycidas convey, 


And bring the faithful lover ſafe again. 
| 1 
When Albion's ſhore with chearleſs heart he leſt, 
Penſive and ſad upon the deck he ſtood, 
Of ev'ry joy in Chloe's eyes bereſt, 
And wept his ſorrows in the ſwelling flood. 
= 
Ah, faireſt maid! whom, as I well divine, 
The righteous gods his juſt reward ordain ; 
For his return thy pious wiſhes join, 


That thou, at length, may'ſt pay him for his pain. 
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TP; | 
And ſince his love does thine alone purſue, N 


In arts unpractis'd and unus'd to range ; 
I charge thee be by his example true, | 
And ſhun thy ſex's inclination, change. | 
„„ V. | 
When crouds of youthful lovers round thee wait, 


And tender thoughts in ſweeteſt words impart ; 
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When thou art woo'd by titles, wealth, and ſtate, 
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Then think on Lycidas, and guard thy heart. 
When the gay theatre ſhall charm thy eyes, f 
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When artful wit ſhall ſpeak thy beauty's praiſe ; 
When harmony ſhall thy ſoft ſoul ſurprize, 
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Soothe all thy ſenſes, and thy paſſions raiſe : 
„„ 
Amidſt whatever various joys appear, 


r Tr" 


Yet breathe one ſigh, for one ſad minute mourn ; 
Vor let thy heart know one delight ſincere, 
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Till thy own trueſt Lycidas return. 
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IT and Beauty, t'other day, | 4 
Chanc'd to take me in their way; 


And, to make the favor greater, 
Brought the Graces and Good: nature, : 


Converſation care-beguiling, 


Joy in dimples ever ſmiling, . H 
All the pleaſures here below, 
Men can aſk or gods beſtow. F 


A jolly train, believe me ! No : f 
There were but two, Lepell and How. 4 
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CoNTENTED SHEPHERD. 


To Mrs. A 3 


I. 
S on a ſummer's day 
In the greenwood ſhade I lay, 
The maid that I lov'd, 
As her fancy mov'd, vo 
Came walking forth that way. 
- II. 
And as ſhe paſſed by 
With a ſcornful glance of her eye, 
What a ſhame, quoth ſhe, 
For a ſwain muſt it be, 


Like a lazy loon for to die ! 
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III. 
And doſt thou nothing heed, 
What Pan our God has decreed; 
What a prize to-day 
Shall be given away, 
To the ſweeteſt ſhepherd's reed. 
| He IV. 
There's not a fingle ſwain 
Of all this fruitful plain, 
But with hopes and fears 
No buſily prepares 
The bonny boon to gain. 
Y: 
Shall another maiden ſhine 
In brighter array than thine ? 
Up, up, dull ſwain, 
Tune thy pipe once again, 
And make the garland mine. 
VI. 
Alas! my love, he cry'd, 
What avails this courtly pride ? 
Since thy dear deſert 
Is written in my heart, 
What is all the world beſide? 
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VII. 
To me thou art more gay 
In this homely ruſſet gray, 
a Than the nymphs of our green, 
S 0'y trim, and ſo ſheen, 
Or the brighteſt queen of May. 
VIII. 
What though my fortune frown, 
And deny thee a ſilken gown; 
My own dear maid, 
Be content with this ſhade, 
And a ſhepherd all thy own. 
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SONG. 4 WILLOW. 


To the ſame, in her ſickneſs. 


T's 
s bh the brook and the willow that heard him com plain, 
Ah Willow, Willow. | 
Poor Colin ſat weeping, and told them his pain; 
Ah Willow, Willow ; ah Willow, willow, 
Wy 
Sweet ſtream, he cry'd ſadly, I'll teach thee to flow; 
Ah Willow, etc. 
And the waters ſhall riſe to the brink with my woe. 
4h Willow, etc, 
IſI. 
All reſtleſs and painful poor Amoret lies, 
Ah Willow, etc. 
And counts the ſad moments of time as it flies. 


Ah Willow, etc. 
| IV. To 
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IV. 


To the nymph my heart loves, ye ſoft banden repair; 
Ah Will:w, etc. [care. 


Spread your downy wings o'er her, and make her your 


Ah Willow, etc. 
V. | 
Dear brook, were thy chance near her pillow to creep, 
Ah Willow, etc. | 
Perhaps thy ſoft murmurs might lull her to ſleep. 
Ah Willow, etc. 
. 
Let me be kept waking, my eyes never cloſe, 
Ah Willow, etc. 
So the ſleep that I loſe brings my fair one repoſe. 
Ah Willow, etc. 
VII. 
But if am doom'd to be wretched indeed ; 


Ah Willzw, etc. 


If the lols of my dear-one, my love, is decreed 3 
Ah Wille, etc. 
VIII. 


If no more my ſad heart by thoſe eyes ſhall be chear'd; 


Ah Willhw, etc. 
If the voice of my warbler no more hall be heard; 


Ah Ilillhw, etc. 
CG 
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IX. 
Believe, tliou fair - one; thou dear- one, believe, 
Ah Willow, etc. 
Few ſighs to thy loſs, and few tears will I give. 
Ah Willzw, etc. | 
*. 
One fate to thy Colin and thee ſhall be ty'd, 
Ew Willow, etc. 
And ſoon lay thy ſhepherd cloſe by * cold ſide. 
Ah Willow, etc. 
XI. 
Then run, gentle brook , and to loſe thyſelf, halle; 
Ah Willow, Willow. 
Fade thou too, my Willow, this verſe is my laſt : 
Ab Millau, Willow ; ah Willow, Willow. 


„ 


11 


To the S A M E, ſinging. 


J. 
| HAT charms in melody are found 
To ſoften ev'ry pain ! 
How do we catch the healing found, 
And feel the ſoothing ſtrain ! 
II. | 
Still when I hear thee, o my fair, 
I bid my heart rejoice; _ 
2 I ſhake off ev'ry ſullen care, 
3 For ſorrow flies thy voice. 
1 5 III. 
1 The ſeaſons Philomel obey, 
4 Whene'er they hear her ſing ; 
1 She bids the winter fly away, 
And ſhe recals the ſpring. 
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100 e 
SON G. The Fair Inconſtant. 


H E. 
IN CE I have long lov'd you in vain, 
And doted on ev'ry feature; 
Give me at length but leave to complain 


Of ſo ungrateful à creature. 


Though I beheld in your wand'ring eyes 
The wantom ſymptoms of ranging ; 
Still I reſolv'd againſt being Rd 
And lov'd you in ſpite of your changing. 
SHE. : 
Why ſhould you blame what heaven has mae. 
Or find any fault in creation! 
Tis not the crime of the faithleſs maid, 


But nature's inclination. 


Tis not becauſe I love you leſs, 


Or think you not a true-one ; 


But if the truth I muſt confeſs, 


L always lov'd a new-one 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 101 


To lord Warwick, on his birth-day, 


U HEN fraught with all that grateful minds can move, 
With friendſhip, tenderneſs, reſpect, and love; 

The muſe had wiſh'd, on this returning day, 

Something moſt worthy of herſelf to ſay : 

To Jove ſhe offer'd up an humble prayer, 

To take the noble Warwick to his care. 

Give him, ſhe ſaid, whate'er diviner grace 

Adorns the ſoul, or beautifies the face : 

Let manly conſtancy confirm his truth, 

And gentleſt manners crown his blooming youth. 

Give him to fame, to virtue to aſpire, 

Worthy our ſongs and thy informing fire : 

All various praiſe, all honors let him prove, 

Let men admire, and ſighing virgins love: 

With honeſt zeal inflame his gen'rous mind, 

To love his country and protect mankind. 

Attentive to her prayer, the god reply'd, 

Why doſt thou aſk what has not been deny'd? 

G 3 
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Jove's bounteous hand has laviſh'd all his power, 
And making what he is, can add no more, 

Yet fince I joy in what I did create, 

I will prolong the favorite Warwick's fate, 

And lengthen out his years to ſome uncommon date. 


„ e 
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To lady Jang WHARTON, on her ſtudying 
_ the globe. 
Lrun, 
HILE o'er the globe, fair nymph, your ſearches 
And trace it's rolling circuit round the ſun, 
You ſeem'd the world beneath you to ſurvey, 
With eyes ordain'd to give it's people day. 
With two fair lamps methought your nations ſhone, 
While ours are poorly lighted up by one. 
How did thoſe rays your happier empire gild! 
How clothe the flowery mead and fruitful field! 
Your earth was in eternal ſpring array'd, 
And laughing joy amidſt it's natives play'd. 
Such is their day, but chearleſs is their night, 
No friendly moon reflects your abſent light: 
And oh! when yet ere many years are paſt, 
Thoſe beams on other objects ſhall be plac'd, 
When ſome young hero with reſiſtleſs art, 
Shall draw thoſe eyes and warm that virgin heart: 
How ſhall your creatures then their loſs deplore, 
And want thoſe ſuns that riſe for them no more ? 


The bleſs you give will be conſin'd to one, 


And for his ſake your world muſt be undone. 
G 4 
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1 frequent miſchiefs of her eyes, 


To Mrs. PULTENEY, | upon her going abroad. 


To diſtant climes the fair Belinda flies. 
She ſees her ſpreading flames conſume around, 
And not another conqueſt to be found, 
Secure in foreign realms at will to reign, 
She leaves her vaſſals here with proud diſdain. 
One only joy which in her heart ſhe wears, 
The dear companion of her flight ſhe bears. 
Aneas thus a burning town forſook, 
Thus into baniſhment his gods he took : p 
But to retrieve his native Troy's diſgrace, [ 


Fix'd anew empire in a happier place. 3 
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| Looſe like my verſe they dance, and all without com- 
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O 1 
For the N E W YEAR, 1716. 


I. 


Ha: L to thee, glorious riſing year, 
With what uncommon grace thy days appear! 
Comely art thou in thy prime, 
Lovely child of hoary time; 
Where thy golden ſootſteps tread, 
Pleaſures all around thee ſpread 
Bliſs and beauty grace thy train; 
Muſe, ſtrike the lyre to ſome immortal ſtrain. 
But oh! what ſkill, what maſter hand, 


Shall govern or conſtrain the wanton band ! 
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Images of faireſt things, nd. 
Croud about the ſpeaking ſtrings ; 
Peace and ſweet proſperity, 
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Faith and chearful loyalty, 4 
With ſmiling love and deathleſs poeſy. 
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Ye ſkowling ſhades who break away, 

Well do you fly and ſhun the purple day. 
Ev'ry fiend and fiend-like form, 
Black and ſullen as a ſtorm, _ 
Jealous fear, and falſe ſurmiſe, 
Danger with her dreadful eyes, 
Faction, fury, all are fled, 

And bold rebellion hides her daring head. 
Behold, thou gracious year, behold, 
To whom thy treaſures all thou ſhalt unfold, 
F or whom thy whiter days were kept from times of old! 

See thy George, for this is he! 
On his right-hand, waiting free, 
Britain and fair Liberty : 
Ev'ry good is in his face, 
Ev'ry open honelt grace. 

Thou great Plantagenet ! immortal be thy race ! 

III. 

See ! the ſacred ſcyon ſprings, 

See the glad promiſe of a line of kings! 
Royal youth ! what bard divine, 


Equal to a praiſe like thine, 
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Shall in ſome exalted meaſure 
Sing thee, Britain's deareſt treaſure ? 
Who her joy in thee ſhall tell, 
Who the ſprightly note ſhall ſwell, 
| His voice attemp'ring to the tuneful ſhell? 
| Thee Audenard's recorded ſield, 
Bold in thy brave paternal band, beheld, 
And ſaw, with hopeleſs heart, thy fainting rival yield; 
Troubled he, with fore diſmay, 
To thy ſtronger fate gave way, 
Safe beneath thy noble ſcorn, 


W ingy-footed was he borne. 


Swift as the flecting ſhades upon the golden corn. 
| IV. 
What valor, what diſtinguiſh'd worth, 
From thee ſhall lead the coming ages forth ? | 
Creſted helms and ſhining ſhields; | 
Warriors fam'd in foreign fields ; 1 
Hoary heads with olive bound, [ 
Kings and lawgivers renown'd; | 
Crouding ſtill they riſe anew, 
Beyond the reach of deep prophetic view, | [ 


- I —— 


Young Auguſtus never ceale | 


j Pledge of our preſent and our future peace, | 
Still pour the bleſling forth, and give thy great increaſe. 4 
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All the ſtock that fate ordains 
To ſupply ſucceding reigns, 
Whether glory ſhall inſpire 
Gentler arts or martial fire, 
Still the fair deſcent ſhall be 
Dear to Albion all, like thee, 
Patrons of righteous rules, and foes to tyranny. 
Ms, 
Le golden lights! who ſhine on high, 
Ye potent planets ! who aſcend the ſky, 
On the op'ning year diſpenſe 
All your kindeſt influence; 
Heavenly powers! be all prepar'd 
For our Carolina's guard; 
Short and eaſy be the pains, 
Which for a nation's weal the heroine ſuſtains. 
Britannia's angel, be thou near; 
The growing race is thy peculiar care, 
Oh ſpread thy ſacred wing above the royal fair! 
George by thee was wafted o'er, 
To the long expecting ſhore ; 
None preſuming to withſtand. 
Thy celeſtial armed hand, 


« » . 
0 
— 
3 tx lr * : ay * 
CHEN hg PAL ALI AE Gra 4 ts 3 Aa LS aha EEE ws * Lads - 8 CARER p 7 3 IL * hy 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 16g 


While his ſacred head to ſhade, 
The blended croſs on high thy ſil ver ſhield diſplay'd. 
VI. 
But oh ! what other form divine 
Propitious near the hero ſeems to ſhine | 
Peace of mind, and joy ſerene, 
In her ſacred eyes are ſeen, 
Honor binds her miter'd brow, 
Faith and truth beſide her go, 
With zeal and pure devotion bending low. 
A thouſand ſtorms around her threat, 
A thouſand billows roar beneath her feet, 
While fix'd upon a rock, ſhe keeps her {table ſeat. 
Still in ſign of ſure defence, 
Truſt and mutual confidence, 
On the monarch, ſtanding by, 
Still ſhe bends her gracious eye, 
Nor fears her foesapproach, while heaven and he are nigh, 
3 ve. 
Hence then with ev'ry anxious care |! 
Be gone pale envy, and thou cold deſpair ! 
Seek ye out a moody cell, 
Where deceit and treaſon dwell ; 
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There repining, raging, ſtill 
Th' idle air with curſes fill 
There blaſt the pathleſs wild, and the bleak northern hill; 
There your exile vainly moan ; 
There where with murmurs horrid as your own, 
Beneath the ſweeping winds, the bending foreſts groan ; 
But, thou hope, with ſmiling chear, 
Do thou bring the ready year; 
See the hours ! a choſen band ! 
See with jocund looks they ſtand, 
All in their trim array, and waiting for command. 
VIII. 
The welcome train begins to move, 
Hope leads increaſe and chaſte connubial love: 
Flora ſweet her bounty ſpreads, 
Smelling gardens, painted meads, 
Ceres crowns the yellow plain; 
Pan rewards the ſhepherd's pain; 
All is plenty, all is wealth, 


And on the balmy air fits roſy-color'd Health, ; 
I hear the mirth, I hear the land rejoice, ! 
i 


Like many waters ſwells the pleaſing noiſe, 
While to their monarch, thus, they raiſe the public voice. 
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Father of thy country, hail ! 

Always, ev'ry where prevail ; 

Pious, valiant, juſt, and wiſe, 

Better ſuns for thee ariſe, 

Purer breezes fan the ſkies, 
Earth in fruits and flowers is dreſt, 

Joy abounds in ev'ry breaſt, 


For thee thy people all, for thee the year is bleſt. 
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For the Kine's BIRTH-D Ax, 
28th of May, 1716. 


I, | 

| 3 Y thy flowery garlands by, 

Ever blooming gentle May! | 

Other honors now are nigh ; 

| : Other honors ſee we pay. f 

Lay thy flowery garlands by, etc. 1 

„ 3 
Majeſty and great renown 

Wait thy beamy brow to crown, 
Parent of our hero, thou, 
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George on Britain did beſtow, 

Thee the trumpet, thee the drum, 

| With the plumy helm, become: | | 
ö Thee the ſpear and ſhining ſhield, 


| With ev'ry trophy of the warlike field, 
III. Call 
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III. 
Call thy better bleſſings forth, 
For the honor of his birth: 
Still the voice of loud commotion, 

Bid the complaining murmurs ceaſe, 
Lay the billows of the ocean 
| And compoſe the land in peace, 
N Call thy better, etc. 

IV. 

Queen of odors, fragrant May, | 
For this boon, this happy day, | | 


Ianus with the double face | 


| Shall to thee reſign his place, 5 | 
Thou ſhalt rule with better grace : We | 
Time from thee ſhall wait his doom, | | 
And thou ſhalt lead the year for ev'ry age to come. = 
v. = 

Faireſt month! in Caeſar pride thee, 
4 Nothing like him cant thou bring; 


' Though the Graces {mile beſide thee ; 1 
1 Though thy bounty gives the ſpring. = 
5 | 


all 
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VI. 
Though like Flora thou array thee, 
Finer than the painted bow; 
Carolina ſhall repay thee 
All thy ſweetneſs, all thy ſhow. 


She herſelf a glory greater 
Than thy golden ſun dilcloſes ; 
And her ſmiling offspring ſweeter 


Than the bloom of all thy roſes, 
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© ** 
For the N x w E A, 1917, 


I; 

W INTER! thou hoary venerable lire, 

| All richly in thy furry mantle clad ; 
What thoughts of mirth can feeble age inſpire, 
To make thy careful wrinkled brow ſo glad? 
II. | 
Now I ſee the reaſon plain, | | 
Now I lee thy jolly train : | 
Snowy-headed winter leads, 
Spring and ſummer next ſucceeds ; | 
Yellow autumn brings the rear, 
Thou art father of the year. 85 | 
| III. | 
While from the froſty mellow'd earth | | 
Abounding plenty takes her birth. | 


The conſcious fire exulting fees 


The ſcaſons ſpread their rich increaſe ; | 
H 2 | 
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So duſky Night and Chaos ſmil'd 
On beauteous Form their lovely child, 
AV. 

O fair variety! 
What bliſs thou doſt ſupply ! 
The foul brings forth the fair 
To deck the changing year. 
When our old pleaſures die, 
Some new one {till is nigh ; 

Oh! fair variety! 
V. 
Our paſſions, like the ſeaſons turn; 
And now we laugh, and now we mourn. 
Britannia, late oppreſs'd with dread, 
Hung her declining drooping head : 
A better viſage now ſhe wears, 
And now at once ſhe quits her fears : 
Strife and war no more ſhe knows, 
Rebel ſons nor foreign foes. 
VI. 


Safe beneath her mighty maller, 


In ſecurity the ſits; 
Plants her loſe foundations faſter, 


And her ſorrows paſt forgets, 
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VII. 

Happy iſle ! the care of heaven, 
To the guardian hero given, 
Unrepining {till obey him, 

Still with love and duty pay him. 
VIII. | 

Though he parted from thy ſhore, 
While conteſting kings attend him; 

Could he,. Britain, give thee more 

Than the pledge he left behind him? 


| 
| 
| 
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N 
To PEACE for the YEAR, 1718, 


| 
"TV HOU faireſt ſweeteſt daughter of the ſkies, 
Indulgent, gentle, life-reſtoring peace! 
With what auſpicious beauties doſt thou riſe, 
And Britain's new-revolving Janus bleſs ? 
Hoary winter ſmiles before thee, 
Dances merrily along : 
Hours and ſeaſons all adore thee, 
And for thee are ever young ; 
Ever, goddeſs, thus appear, 
Ever lead the joyful year. 
III. 


In thee the night, in thee the day is bleſt; 
In thee the deareſt of the purple eaſt: 


*Tis thine, immortal pleaſures to impart, 


Mirth to inſpire, and raiſe the drooping heart: 
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To thee the pipe and tune ful ſtring belong, 
Thou theme eternal for the poet's ſong. 
e 
Awake the golden lyre, 
Ye Heliconian choir, 
Swell ev'ry note ſtill higher, 
And melody inſpire 
At heaven and earth's deſire. 
5 
Hark, how the ſounds agree, 
With due complacency !_ 
Sweet Peace, 'tis all by thee, 
For thou art harmony, 
*. 
Who, by nature's faireſt creatures, 
Can deſcribe her heavenly features 
What compariſon can fit her? 
Sweet are roſes, ſhe is ſweeter; 
Light is good, but peace is better. 
Would you ſee her ſuch as Jove, 
Form'd for univerſal love, | 


Bleſs'd by men and gods above: 
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Would you ev'ry feature trace, 
Ev'ry ſweetly ſmiling grace! 
Seek your Carolina's face. 
VII. 
Peace and the are Britain's treaſures, 
Fruitful in eternal pleaſures : 
Still their bounty ſhall increaſe us, 
Still their ſmiling offspring bleſs us : 
Happy day, when each was given 
By Cacſar and indulgent heaven. 
CHORUS. 
Hail, ye celeſtial pair! 
Still let Britannia be your care, 
And peace on Carolina crown the year. 
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0 E 
For the K1NnG's Birth-Day, 1718. 


2 I. 
Au touch the ſtring, celeſtial muſe, and ſay, 
Wu are peculiar times and ſeaſons blelt ? 
Is it in fate, that one diſtinguiſh'd day 
Should with more hallow'd purple paint the eaſt ? 
55 f 
Look on life and nature's race ! 
How the careleſs minutes paſs, 
How they wear a common face : 
One is what another was! 
Till the happy hero's worth 
Bid the feſtival ſtand forth ; 
Till the golden light he crown, 
Till he mark it for his own. 
8 . 
How had this glorious morning been forgot, 
Unthought of as the things that never were; 
Had not our greateſt Caeſar been it's lot, 


And call'd it from amongſt the vulgar year. 
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IV. 
Now, nature, be gay 
In the pride of thy May, 
To court let thy Graces repair : 
Let Flora beſtow, 
The crown from her brow, 
For our brighter Britannia to wear. 
V. 


Through ev'ry language of the peopled earth, 


Far as the ſeas or Caeſar's influence goes, 


Let thankful nations celebrate his birth, 


And bleſs the author of the world's repoſe, 
N VI. 
et Volga tumbling in caſcades, 
And Po that glides through poplar ſhades, 
And Tagus bright in ſands of gold, 
And Arethuſa, rivers old, 
Their great deliverer ſing. 
Not Danube thou whoſe winding flood 
So long has bluſh'd with Turkiſh blood, 
To Caeſar ſhalt reſuſe a train, 
Since now thy ſtreams without a ſtain 


Run cryſtal as their ſpring. 
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CHORVU:S, 
To mighty George, that heals thy wounds, 
That names thy kings and marks thy bounds, 
The joyful voice, O Europe, raiſe! 
In the great Mediator's praiſe 


Let all thy various tongues combine, 
And Britain's feſtival be thine. 
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6 Þ 
To the Tuams for the YEAR, I719. 


I. 
T7 ING of the floods, whom friendly ſtars ordain 
- To fold alternate, in thy winding train, 
The lofty palace and the fertile vale ; 
King of the floods, Britannia's darling, hail ! 


And bid his each revolving ſun, 


Hail with the year ſo well begun, 


Taught by thy ſtreams, in ſmooth ſucceſſion run. 
5 II. | 
From thy never-failing urn 
Flowers bloom and fair increaſe 
With the ſeaſons take their turn; 
From thy tributary ſeas 
Tides of various wealth attend thee ; 
Seas and ſeaſons all befriend thee. 
III, 


Here on thy banks to mate the ſkies, 
Auguſta's hallow'd domes ariſe : 
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And there thy ample boſom pours 


Fer num'rous ſouls and floating towers; 


Whoſe terrors late to vanquiſh'd Spain were known, 
And Aetna ſhook with thunder not her own, 
IV. 
Fulleſt flags thou doſt ſuſtain, 
While thy banks confine thy courſe ; 
Emblem of our Caeſar's reign, | 
Mingling clemency and force. 
. | 
So mayſt thou ſtill, ſecur'd by diſtant wars, 
Neꝰer ſtain thy cryſtal with domeſtic jars : 
As Caeſar's reign to Britain ever dear, 
Shall join with thee to bleſs the coming year. 
- VI. 
On thy ſhady margin, 
Care it's load diſcharging, 
Is lull'd to gentle reſt : 
Britain thus diſarming, 


Nor no more alarming, 
Shall ſleep on Caeſar's breaſt. 


126 POEMS, Ee. 
FF 
Sweet to diſtreſs is balmy ſleep, 
To ſleep auſpicious dreams, 
Thy meadows, Thames, to feeding ſheep, 
To thirſt, thy filver ſtreams: 
More ſweet than all, the praiſe 
Of Caeſar's golden days: 
Caeſar's praiſe is ſweeter; 
Britain's pleaſure greater; 
Still may Caeſar's reign excel; 
Sweet the praiſe of reigning well. 
CHORUS. 
Gentle Janus ever wait, 
As now on Britain's kindeſt fate 7 
Crown all our vows and all thy gifts beſtow; 
Till time no more renews his date, 


And Thames forgets to 
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